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BROTHER  AND  SISTER. 


ACT  FIRST. 

SCENE  FIRST.— H  Hall,  very  antupie  in  its  f  urniture. 

Enter  Agatha,  and  Rosanthe,  r. 

Rosan.  Heiglio !  isn’t  it  a  pitiable  case,  that  fine  young 
creatures,  the  very  lilies  and  roses  of  Castile,  in  the  prime  of 
all  their  charms  and  faculties,  should  thus  he  buried  alive  under 
the  melancholy  roof  of  this  antiquated  castle,  Avith  no  better 
amusement  than  their  needles  and  embroidery  ? 

Agat.  Fie  upon  you,  giddy  one !  what  better  amusement 
could  you  possibly  desire  ? 

Rosan.  Love,  Agatha!  Love  !  love  !  Men— young,  hand¬ 
some,  and  gallant  cavaliers !  to  sit  by  us,  and  talk  to  us,  and  sigh 
to  us  and  kneel  to  us,  and  make  soft  speeches  to  us,  and — 

Agat.  Hoity-toity!  the  girl’s  bewitched!  I’m  ready  to 
swoon  at  the  indecorous  suggestion.  No,’  no,  Rosanthe —it 
is  now  precisely  a  twelvemonth  since  my  lady  quitted  Madrid, 
upon  the  death  of  her  wicked  husbaud,  and  retired  wdth  us,  a 
spotless  family  of  vestals,  to  this  ancient  castle,  retaining  no 
male  domestic  but  such  as  had  passed  their  grand  climacteric. 
Here  the  heroic  Donna  pronounced  a  solemn  vow  against  any 
se-ond  marriage,  and  published  a  decree  never  to  admit  tJie 
visits  of  a  man,  unless  he  were  one  of  her  own  near  relations. 

Rosan.  A  very  silly  vow,  and  a  very  spiteful  decree  !  She 
had  a  bad  husband  once,  and  may  have  reason  to  dislike  the 
sex  •  but,  for  my  part,  I  think  we  ought  to  have  her  experience 
before  we  take  her  example,  and  even  try  for  ourselves. 

Ag  A.T  I  try  a  husband !  the  very  idea  gives  me  an  emotion. 

Bartolo.  (without,  L.)  Where  are  my  rosebuds?  where  are 

my  daffodils,  eh  ? 
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There  is  no  charge  for  the  performance  of  this  Drama- 


BROTHER  AND  SISTER. 


ACT  FIRST. 

SCENE  FIRST. — A  Hall.,  very  antique  in  its  f  urniture. 

Enter  Agatha,  and  Rosanthe,  r. 

Rosan.  Heigho !  isn’t  it  a  pitiable  case,  that  fine  young 
creatures,  the  very  lilies  and  roses  of  Castile,  in  the  prime  of 
all  their  charms  and  faculties,  should  thus  he  buried  alive  under 
the  melancholy  roof  of  this  antiquated  _  castle,  with  no  better 
amusement  than  their  needles  and  embroidery  ? 

Agat.  Fie  upon  you,  giddy  one !  what  better  amusement 
could  you  possibly  desire  ? 

Rosan.  Love,  Agatha!  Love  !  love  !  Men— young,  hand¬ 
some,  and  gallant  cavaliers  1  to  sit  by  us,  and  talk  to  us,  and  sigh 
to  us,  and  kneel  to  us,  and  make  soft  speeches  to  us,  and — 

Agat.  Hoity-toity!  the  girl’s  bev/itched!  I’m  ready  to 
swoon  at  the  indecorous  suggestion.  No,'  no,  Rosanthe— it 
is  now  precisely  a  twelvemonth  since  my  lady  quitted  Ma.Lrid, 
upon  the  death  of  her  wicked  husband,  and  retired  with  us,  a 
spotless  family  of  vestals,  to  this  ancient  castle,  retaining  no 
male  domestic  but  such  as  had  passed  their  grand  climacteric. 
Here  the  heroic  Donna  pronounced  a  solemn  vow  against  any 
second  marriage,  and  published  a  decree  never  to  admit  the 
Wits  of  a  man,  unless  he  were  one  of  her  own  near  relations. 

Rosan.  A  very  silly  vow,  and  a  very  spiteful  decree  !  She 
had  a  bad  husband  once,  and  may  have  reason  to  dislike  the 
sex  •  but,  for  my  part,  I  think  we  ought  to  have  her  experience 
before  we  take  her  example,  and  even  try  for  ourselves. 

Agat.  /try  a  husband!  the  very  idea  gives  me  an  emotion. 

Bartolo.  (without.,  L.)  Where  are  my  rosebuds  ?  where  are 
my  daffodils,  eh  ? 
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BROTHER  AND  SISTER. 


Sc.  1. 


Rosan.  Here  comes  Bartolo,  the  steward — one  ot  our  family 
nondescripts — by  courtesy  called  a  man,  but  much  more  like  an 
old  woman. 

Enter  Bartolo,  l. 

Barto.  Aha,  my  delicate  vestals !  I  have  new's  for  you—* 
news,  to  set  all  your  hearts  a  dancing  in  Fandango  time — a 
visitor  is  expected  every  minute. 

Rosan.  Gemini  !  Is  it  a  man  ?  My  dear  Bartolo,  is  it  a 
man  ? 

Barto.  Ay,  and  one  worth  catching,  truly — a  grandee — a 
knight  of  Calatrava ! 

Rosan.  Delightful!  and  his  name? 

Barto.  Don  Christoval  de  Tormes,  my  lady’s  uncle. 

Ros.‘\:x.  Uncle!  Heigho!  oh,  dear  me!  another  old  woman  ! 

Barto.  The  old  don  is  a  bachelor.  So,  Mrs.  Agatha,  simnnon 
all  your  charms ! 

Agat.  I  allure  a  man  !  Mr.  Bartolo,  you  mistake  my  cha¬ 
racter.  I  profess  an  utter  indifference  to  the  whole  sex. 

Don  Christoval.  (without^  l.)  Don’t  unpack  a  single  case 
— keep  the  mules  in  the  cabriole — I  shan’t  stay  half  an  hour. 

Agat.  I  vow  he  is  entering  the  hall !  Let  me  run — I  would 
not  be  caught  by  him  for  the  world  before  I  have  set  my  dress 
in  order  ! 

Rosan.  Ah,  Agatha !  you  forget  your  indifference  to  the 
sex  ! 

Agat.  Impertinent !  I  only  meant  for  my  lady’s  credit  to 
be  found  a  little  smart.  Exeunt  Rosanthe  and  Agatha,  m 

Enter  Don  Christoval,  l. 

Don  C.  So,  old  Bartolo,  you  are  here — as  great  a  blockhead 
as  ever,  eh  ? 

Barto.  At  your  lordship’s  devotion. 

Don  C.  And  my  niece,  your  precious  lady — is  she  as  wLse 
and  as  fantastical  as  ever,  eh  ? 

Barto.  My  lord,  Donna  Isidora  is — 

Don  C.  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  say  !  You  are  a  vile 
old  puppy,  Bartolo  ! 

Barto.  He,  he  !  your  lordship  pleases  to  be  merry ! 

Don  C.  I  am  not— I  am  pleased  to  be  angry  ;  the  prospect 
of  this  castle  made  me  angry  four  leagues  off.  What  does  my 

niece  mean,  with  her  rank,  and  her  fortune,  and  her  beauty _ 

ay,  her  beauty,  for  she  has  our  family  face — What  does  she 
mean,  I  say,  by  moping  like  an  owl,  in  this  crazy  chaos  of  ruins 
and  ivy  ?  Her  year  of  widowhood  has  expii'ed — the  world 
expects  her— the  court  asks  after  her— and  here  do  I  appoint 
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myself  ambassador  to  her  from  society  in  general.  She  shall 
answer  me  to  the  point.  Where  is  she  ? 

Barto.  Her  women  are  gone  to  announce  your  lordship  ; 
but  at  this  hour  of  the  morning  my  lady  is  always  secluded  in 
the  Hall  of  Philosophy. 

Don  C.  Speak  again — ^the  hall  of  whiat  ? 

Barto.  The  Hall  of  Philosophy,  my  lord.  Such  is  the  name 
my  lady  has  given  to  a  pavilion  she  has  fitted  up  in  the  retired 
part  of  the  grounds ;  it  is  furnished  with  books,  maps,  globes, 
and  all  manner  of  learning — there  she  spends  half  her  time, 
composing — so  Mrs.  Agatha  says — a  philosophical  work  that  is 
to  immortalize  us  all. 

Don  C.  Turned  authoress  too  ! 

Barto.  IMrs.  Agatha,  who  is  in  all  my  lady’s  secrets,  says, 
it  will  be  published  next  winter,  in  five  volumes,  folio,  and 
entitled  “  Loose  Thoughts  upon  the  Rights  of  Woman.” 

Don  C.  The  pretty  lunatic  !  Oh,  that  I  could  but  engage 
some  mettled  spark  of  five-and-twenty  to  undertake  a  com¬ 
mentary  upon  her  “  Loose  Thoughts.” 

Barto.  Your  lordship  need  not  seek  far — one  is  already  in 

the  neighbourhood. 

Don  C.  The  devil  there  is !  Where’s  he  to  be  found  ?  What's 

his  name  ?  ,  n  i-  -i 

Barto.  ’Tis  young  Don  Sylvio  de  Flores,  of  the  first  family 

in  the  province.  He  came  with  his  sister,  Donna  Camilla,  to  i 
her  castle,  in  this  neighbourhood,  about  a  fortnight  since. 
Both  brother  and  sister  offered  a  visit  of  ceremony  here  the 
very  day  of  their  arrival,  but  my  lady  refused  to  see  either  of 
them,  and  though  the  poor  young  gentleman  has  since  hovered 
incessantly  about  our  gates,  and  tried  fifty  contrivances  to  pass 
within  them — she  continues  inflexible,  and  threatens  to  dismiss 
any  one  of  the  family  who  even  receives  a  message  from  him. 

Don  C.  But  she  shall  receive  a  message  !— ay,  and  she  shall 
see  Don  Sylvio,  too  !  his  father  was  my  most  intimate  friend. 
I  have  never  seen  the  young  man,  but  I  hear  an  excellent 
character  of  him.  Oh,  I’ll  talk  roundly  and  soundly  to  this 
Plato  in  petticoats.  I’ve  come  all  the  way  from  Madrid  on 
purpose  to  tell  her  my  mind,  and  egad,  I  will !  {crosses,  r.) 

Barto.  Your  lordship’s  carriages,  I  perceive,  are  still  stand¬ 
ing  in  the  court  yard— honour  me  with  your  commands  to  see 

them  unpacked.  t  . 

Don  C.  Not  an  article— I  shan’t  stay  an  hour  under  this 

execrable  roof,  it  would  give  me  the  horrors,  {sits,  l.  c.) 

Rosanthe  enters,  R.  hehind,  ivith  a  salver  of  refreshments. 

Rosan.  {aside)  AYell,  though  he  may  be  rather  elderly,  still 
he’s  a  man,  and  I  do  long  for  a  little  flirtation  I 
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Don  C.  Do  you  suppose  a  man  of  my  gaiety  and  gallantry 
could  exist  through  a  day,  wrangling  with  a  crazy  niece — such 
a.  memento  mori^  as  that  face  of  thine,  to  gaze  upon,  and  a  dozen 
duennas  chattering  round  me,  of  whom,  as  I  guess,  the  family 
consists  ? 

Rosan.  {at  Ms  elboiv)  Will  your  lordship  take  a  cordial  ? 

Don  C.  {turning  suddenly^  A  what?  hem  !  a  cordial,  indeed  ! 
Hebe  where  I  looked  for  Hecate.  Bartolo,  you  may  un])ack 
my  carriages,  I  shall  pass  the  day  here — hem  ! 

Exit  Bariolo,  l. 

And  now  my  blooming  cupbearer,  is  this  nectar  you  w^ould 
offer  me  ? 

Rosan.  That’s  not  the  name  in  our  receipt  book,  my  lord  ; 
but  I  mixed  it  myself,  and  it’s  a  fine  cordial  after  a  journey — 
pray  taste  it,  my  lord  ! 

AIR. — Rosanthe. 


Taste,  oh,  taste,  this  spicy  wine ! 

Drain  the  sparkling  cup,  I  pray  ! 

Does  your  heart  in  sadness  pine. 

Drink !  and  sadness  clears  away. 

Don  Christo val  drinks. 

Now  may  nimble  troops  of  pleasures 
Lead  your  hours  in  morriee  light — 

Deck  the  da}^  with  fancy’s  treasures. 

Bless  your  dreams,  and  crowm  the  night. 

Don  C.  I’m  transported — I’m  ravished — the  gipsy !  vhy,  you 
have  mix’d  a  powder  in  this  wine  and  bewdtch’d  me — my  lips 
are  all  on  fire,  and  ’tis  only  a  touch  of  your’s  can  allay  tl  e  r 
fever. 

Rosan.  Oh,  my  lord,  I  protest — I — 

Don  C.  I  must,  I  will — I — aha !  {embraces  Jiei-) 


Enter  Bartolo,  l. 


Barto.  {as  be  enters)  Would  your  lordship  wish  the 
baggage  laid  down  in  your  own  chamber  ?  Oh,  bless  me !  1  be<>- 
jvirdon — I  only  meant  to  say  the  carriages  were  unpacked. 

Don  C.  Plague  on  your  expedition  !  int  -usive  old  puppy  ! 
Rosan.  {aside)  I  vow  he’s  a  charming  old  gentleman. 


Axh,  L. 

Don  C.  The  girl  has  electrified  me !  Speak,  my  ant^i- 
liivian  !  how  comes  it  that  I  find  such  a  rosebud,  where  I 
expected  only  rue  and  southernwood  ?  who  is  this  delectable 
cfc^ature  ? 
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Rarto.  One  of  my  lady’s  household — there  are  above  twenty 

them,  all  young  and  handsome.  .  c  ^  + 

Don  C,  Twenty  of  them?  prepare  me  a  suite  of  apartments, 

1  'll  stay  here  a  week  ! 

Bakto.  a  week  V 

Don  C.  a  month  I 

Rarto.  a  month,  my  lord  !  . . 

Don  C.  Ay,  possibly  a  twelvemonth — perhaps  I  may  resi  e 
here  for  life  !  This  castle  is  Calypso’s  grotto,  and  I’ll  be  the 
new  Telemachus,  without  his  mentor, 

Barto.  Bless  me  !  your  lordship  is  in  an  animated  mood. 

Don  C.  I’m  in  an  enthusiasm !  I  shall  argue  now  against 
my  lady  niece  with  tenfold  vivacity,  and,  egad,  I  feel  in  t  e 
proper  cue  to  lay  her  Hall  of  Philosophy  prostrate  by  a  coup-di- 
main. 

Barto.  Yet,  permit  me  to  suggest  to  your  lordship 

Don  C.  Not  a  syllable — a  croak  of  thy  rusty  opinions  would 
frighten  all  the  little  Cupids  as  they  breathe  their  inspirations 
round  me !  avaunt ! 

Barto.  Gad-a-mercy  !  Rosanthe  must  have  mixed  the  cup 
mighty  strong !  Exit  i  .. 

Don  C.  Now  for  a  battle  with  her  stoical  ladyship  !  zounds ! 
I’m  in  rare  spirits  for  the  rencontre — I’ll  rattle  her,  a  sly, 
critical  prude !  affect  to  renounce  the  world,  and  abjure  Cupid . 
It  shan’t  be— none  of  my  family  shall  be  humoured  in  such 
caprices — they  shall  all  marry — all  live  in  pairs  billing  and 
cooing  like  tame  doves— I’ll  be  the  only  wild  pigeon  of  the 
brood.  Egad !  this  girl  and  her  cordial  between  ’em,  have  so 
tickled  up  my  system,  that  I  foresee  I  shall  play  the  very 
devil  among  the  household. 

SONG.— Don  Christoval. 

Give  me  the  dear  little  creatures, 

Be  they  brown,  freckled,  or  fair  ; 

It  isn’t  the  form  or  the  features, 

That  alone  give  of  beauty  the  air ! 

Only  let  the  eye  speak. 

Smiles  dimple  the  cheek, 

And  the  tongue  prattle  good-humour’s  law,. 

A  manner  bewitching. 

And  softness  enriching. 

Oh  !  beauty  is  Je  ne  sea  quoi ! 

When  young  I  was  ever  gallanting, 

Girls  simper’d  wherever  I  came ; 

Coquetting,  and  ogling,  and  flaunting, 

To  trap  me  was  ever  their  aim  ! 
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But  a  maxim  with  me, 

Was  still  to  be  free, 

For  married  folks  oft  clapper-claw  ! 

Sweetly  courtship  is  carried, 

But  when  they  are  married. 

They  fight  for  the  Je  ne  sga  quoi. 

But  bachelors,  most  people  scout  ’em. 

For  women  are  sweet’ners  of  life ; 

And,  as  happy,  I  can’t  live  without  ’em, 

I’ve  a  month’s  mind  to  take  me  a  wife ! 

But  tho’  silver’d  my  head. 

If  ever  I  wed. 

I’ll  have  a  tit-bit  by  the  law ! 

But  if  I’ve  a  chicken. 

Won’t  foxes  come  picking? 

Ah !  I  feel — very  Je  ne  sga  quoi ! 

Enter  Donna  Isidora,  r. 

Don  C.  So,  niece,  you  are  come  at  last ! 

IsiD.  A  thousand  apologies,  my  dear  uncle  ;  but  at  the 
moment  Agatha  announced  you,  I  was  so  absorbed  by  an 
abstruse  point  in  metaphysics,  that  really — 

Don  C.  Metaphysics,  eh?  come  hither,  my  good  child — I 
doubt  you’re  a  little  feverish — let  me  feel  your  pulse.  Ah !  in 
in  full  gallop — straight-waistcoat  heat!  Metaphysics,  eh? 
embrace  me,  you  comical  gipsy. 

IsiD.  Nay,  sir,  I  was  prepared  for  your  raillery ;  but  indeed, 
you’ll  find  me  quite  an  altered  woman  since  I  left  IMadrid. 

Don.  Indeed !  then  the  sooner  I  carry  you  back  to  it,  the 
better ! 

IsiD.  Never,  sir !  I  have  abjured  this  giddy  world  and  its 
frivolities  eternally — here,  in  philosophical  retirement,  let  me 
rest,  and — 

Don  C.  Niece,  don’t  make  me  swear — I  feel  damnably 
inclined.  Come,  come,  let  us  argue  coolly — tell  me,  what 
rational  objection  can  you  adduce  against  a  world  which  has 
used  you  so  handsomely  ? 

IsiD.  How,  sir !  was  I  not  for  three  long,  wretched  years, 
the  wife  of  a  man,  who — 

Don  C.  Behaved  like  a  scoundrel !  granted  ;  but  he’s  gone 
— Requiescat  in  pace !  Never  speak  ill  of  the  dead — matri¬ 
mony  is  a  lottery,  my  girl ;  a  blank  yesterday,  the  better  reason 
to  expect  a  prize  to-day.  You  have  lost  a  husband  whom  you 
liated,  try  another  whom  you  may  love,  and  let  Don  Sylvio  de 
Flores  be  the  man  ! 
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IsiD.  That  presumptuous  coxcomb !  no,  sir,  I  have  pro¬ 
nounced  a  vow  a2:ainst  all  the  sex :  but,  even  were  I  weak 
enough  to  be  argued  into  a  breach  of  it — which  I  never  shall 
be — the  man  you  have  named  is  the  very  last  I  would  admit. 

Don  C.  Why  so?  everybody  speaks  in  his  praise.  I  am 
told,  indeed,  that  he  is  somewhat  too  reserved  and  bashful — 
but  that’s  a  failing  you’ll  soon  cure  by  encouragement. 

IsiD.  I  cure  !  1  encourage  !  uncle,  I  protest — 

Enter  Eosantiie,  l. 

Rosan.  ( to  Don  Christoval)  A  lacquey,  with  a  letter 
from  Don  Sylvio,  is  inquiilng  at  the  gate  for  your  lordship. 

Enter  Agatha,  k. 

Agat.  Qo  Isidora)  a  young  woman  who  lives  with  Donna 
Camilla  is  at  the  garden-door,  and  requests  to  speak  with  your 
ladyship  ! 

IsiD.  Frightful !  here  are  brother  and  sister,  beleaguering 
my  poor  castle  at  the  same  moment ;  but  I’ll  defeat  their 
machinations !  bid  the  woman  begone — I  admit  no  agent  of 
Donna  Camilla’s ! 

Agat.  Your  ladyship’s  pardon  !  this  person  says  her  visit  is 
quite  unknown  to  her  mistress,  and  that  she  comes  to  divulge 
some  secret  of  high  importance,  to  yourself  in  private. 

Don  C.  Oh,  see  the  poor  wench  by  all  means — why,  neice, 
though  youhave  made  a  vow  against  coat  and  inexpressibles,  you 
hav’nt  abjured  petticoats,  I  hope — I’ll  walk  round  to  the  gate, 
and  receive  my  messenger' in  the  interim,  (aside,  to  Rosanthe) 
All,  rogue !  you  certainly  mixed  a  powder  in  that  wine  !  ExUl. 

IsiD.  What  kind  of  woman  does  this  appear  ? 

Agat.  Quite  a  prudent  looking  body,  I  assure  your  ladyship 
— pray  see  her,  if  it’s  only  to  learn  what  her  secret  can  be — per¬ 
haps  I  had  better  hear  it  too !  not  that  I’m  curious,  but  it’s 
proper  your  ladyship  should  have  witnesses  to  what  she  says. 

IsiD.  True  ;  conduct  her  to  me.  Exit  Agatha,  r. 

Rosanthe,  you  may  remain  with  me  also. 

Rosan.  May  I?  O, thank  your  ladyship;  I  love  dearly  to 
hear  a  secret. 

Re-enter  Agatha,  r.,  conducting  Donna  Camilla,  disguised 

as  an  Abigail. 

Cam.  (r.  c.,  raises  her  veil)  Have  I  the  honour  to  stand  in 
he  august  presence  of  the  illustrious  lady  of  this  castle  ? 

IsiD.  I  am  Donna  Isidora — declare  your  business  briefly, 
young  woman  !  What  brings  you  to  me  ? 

Cam.  Conscience,  madam. 

IsiD.  How  !  conscience,  say  you  ? 
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Cam.  Yes,  madam,  powerful,  irresistible  couscience — I  bear 
about  me  a  wicked  secret,  which,  unless  disclosed  this  very  hour, 
might  cause  the  ruin  of  your  ladyship’s  peace  for  ever.  A  fright¬ 
ful  plot  is  now  upon  the  eve  of  execution,  of  which  your  fame 
and  honour  are  the  destined  victims. 

Agat.  fu.)  I  shall  faint!  Speak,  young  woman — isn’t  there 
a  plot  against  my  honour  too  ? 

IsiD.  This  is  indeed  alarming — what  can  you  mean  ? 

Cam.  Your  ladyship  knows  Donna  Camilla? 

IsiD.  Not  by  person — I  have  heard  of  her  indeed,  frequently. 

Cam.  Then  her  character  is  familiar  to  you  ? 

IsiD.  Perfectly — though  we  lived  at  Madrid  in  the  most  op¬ 
posite  sets,  yet  the  notoriety  of  her  exploits  spread  everywhere. 
She  is  a  wit  and  satirist  by  profession — writes  lampoons — draws 
caricatures — talks  faster  than  her  parrot — plays  more  mis¬ 
chievous  tricks  than  her  monkey,  and  in  short,  is  a  thoroughly 
disagreeable  being ! 

Cam.  (aside)  So  I  have  sat  for  a  flattering  portrait !  Your 
ladyship  describes  but  too  justly  the  mistress  whom  I  have  the 
misfortune  to  serve.  You  must  know,  that  maddened  and 
stung  to  the  quick  by  your  rejection  of  her  brother,  this  morn¬ 
ing  Donna  Camilla  called  me  to  her  bedside — “  lues,”  cried  she, 
(for  I  had  the  accident,  ladies,  to  be  christened  Ines)  “Ines,” 
cried  she,  “I  am  resolved  upon  revenge — my  brother  wants  spirit 
to  assert  his  own  cause,  the  task  therefore,  devolves  on  me,  and 
here  I  swear — ” 

Agat.  Hold  !  hold,  young  woman  I  no  swearing  here  ! 

Cam.  Well,  then,  ladies,  uttering  an  odious  imprecation 
which  I  won’t  repeat,  she  proceeded  to  inform  me  that  she  had 
written  a  note  in  her  brother’s  name,  to  one  Don  Christoval, 
which,  to  a  certainty  would  procure  an  invitation  for  him  to  the 
castle.  “  On  this,”  added  she,  “I  will  di'ess  myself  as  a  cavalier — 
personate  Sylvio to  Don  Christoval — introduce  myself  afterwards 
by  some  impudence  or  other  to  the  hypocritical  Isidora — makelove 

to  her — engage  her  affections — reduce  her  to  the  last  extremity _ 

then  throw  off  the  mask — avow  my  sex,  and  expose  the  pretended 
philosopher  and  her  system  to  the  ridicule  and  laughter  of  all 
the  world !” 

IsiD.  Monstrous!  Camilla  personate  Don  Sylvio  ! 

IlosAN.  The  sister  pass  for  the  brother ! 

Agat.  A  woman  dress  herself  like  a  man ! 

Cam.  Even  so,  ladies. 

IsiD.  I’m  amazed ! 

Kosan.  (l.)  I’m  flustrated ! 

Agat.  I’m  congealed  into  an  icicle ! 

Cam.  The  very  horror  of  such  a  design  has  haunted  my  con- 
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science  ever  since  I  was  made  privy  to  it.  What,  thought  I, 
shall  woman  conspire  against  woman  ?  has  not  our  unhappy 
sex  a  sufficient  foe  in  fraudful  man  ?  My  feeliugs  hurried  me 
upon  the  bold  step  I  now  have  ventured — 1  dare  not  remain 
longer  absent,  hly  duty  towards  my  sex  is  discharged,  and 
with  an  himible  solicitation  of  your  ladyship’s  secrecy,  coupled 
with  prayers  for  the  honour  of  your  family,  I  take  my  leave. 

IsiD.  Worthy,  honourable  creature  !  wear  this  ring  as  a  tes¬ 
timony  of  my  approbation,  and  rely  upon  my  prudence. 

Cam.  Your  ladyship  overwhelms  me !  (to  Agatha)  Ko  cere¬ 
mony,  I  beseech — suffer  me  to  retire  as  I  came — incog. — ladies, 
eternally  your  servant  to  command  ! 

Exit  R.,  drawing  her  veil,  and  affecting  precaution. 

IsiD.  Agatha !  Rosanthe !  Do  we  waken  from  a  dream, 
girls  ?  Can  such  consummate  perfidy  be  possible  ? 

Agat.  Ob,  my  lady,  for  the  love  of  the  saints,  take  instant 
measures  !  Let  the  castle  gates  be  double-barred  ! 

IsiD.  No,  no — let  the  castle  gates  be  thrown  open ! 

Rosaj^i.  Lud !  you  won’t  receive  the  impostor  ? 

IsiD.  Receive,  and  deceive  her  !  the  ensnarer  shall  be  snared, 
and  the  net  her  owm  arts  have  woven  shall  be  the  toil  that  con¬ 
founds  her.  Hush  !  my  uncle’s  here  !  not  a  syllable  before  him. 

Enter  Don  Christoval,  l. 

Don  C.  Madame  Niece,  prepare  for  battle  with  me — for 
staunch  inveterate  battle !  I  am  your  visitor  here — young 
Sylvio  wishes  to  be  rrdne,  and  I  warn  you,  if  you  would  retain 
me  under  your  roof,  you  must  admit  him  !  I  expect  opposition, 
a  whole  hurricane  of  it,  so  thunder  and  lighten  away  my  girl. 
I’m  ready  to  meet  your  rattle  and  your  flash. 

IsiD.  Opposition,  my  dear  uncle !  quite  the  contrary — de¬ 
lighted  by  the  proposal — I  have  only  one  point  to  stipulate — 

Don  C.  And  that  is — 

IsiD.  That  Don  Sylvio  must  be  invited  to  the  castle,  not  as 
your  guest,  but  as  my  own ! 

Don  C.  Eh !  Pooh,  pooh !  you  are  jesting ! 

IsiD.  Never  more  invincibly  serious  ;  therefore,  my  dear  sir, 
don’t  lose  a  minute — invite  Sylvio  to  dinner — tell  him  I  long  to 
see  him — languish  for  his  conversation — am  dying  for  his  inti¬ 
macy — and — 

Don  C.  Hey-day !  now  you  are  as  bad  the  other  way !  Have 
you  no  moderation  ?  Ten  minutes  since,  you  wouldn’t  suffer 
the  young  fellow  within  gunshot  of  your  walls,  and  now,  egad, 
you  seem  ready  to  clamber  over  them  to  meet  him !  Is  this 
your  philosophy  ? 

IsiD.  Oh,  pliilosophy  is  laid  upon  the  shelf,  and  I  long  to 
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turn  over  a  new  leaf  in  the  book  of  gallantry  ;  so  no  delays,  but 
^ite — write,  I  beseech  you,  sir !  Oh,  Sylvio !  what  a  name  ! 
my  tongue  can  exercise  no  other  scund — my  heart  can  muse 
upon  no  other  object !  ’tis  Sylvio,  Sylvio — nothing  but  Sylvio  I 

Agat.  Nothing  but  Sylvio  ! 

;  IlosAN.  Nothing  but  Sylvio ! 

Don  C.  (mimicking  them  in  surprise}  “Nothing  but  Sylvio  !” 
Why  the  maids  are  as  frolicsome  as  the  mistress !  Egad !  I 
suspect  that  some  cordial  cup  has  been  handed  this  morning  at 
a  brisk  rate  round  the  family  !  Ah,  I  see  how  it  is  by  their 
eyes !  Poor  little  souls !  well,  don’t  flutter  yourselves — I’ll 
write — I’ll  send  for  him — but  be  composed — well,  well,  I  won't 
scold  you,  my  dears,  but,  indeed,  it’s  a  wrong  habit  to  sip  cor¬ 
dials  of  a  morning !  Exit  l. 

IsiD.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  my  poor  uncle !  into  what  a  perplexity  have 
I  cast  him  !  Now,  girls,  I  rely  upon  you  both  as  able  seconds 
to  my  revenge. 

Agat.  Never  doubt  us,  madam !  this  quarrel  is  the  cause  of 
the  sex  in  general,  for  which  I  am  resolved  to  live  a  champion, 
or  to  die  a  martyr. 

INTRODUCED  SONG.— Isidora. 

Exeunt  Isidora,  r.  Agatha  and  Rosanthe,  l. 


SCENE  SECOND. — A  CTianiber  at  Donna  Camilla's.  (Hi 

grooves} 

Enter  Don  Sylvio  and  Pacheco. 

Pack.  Peremptorily,  my  lord,  this  affair  must  arrive  at  its 
crisis.  Either  your  lordship  must  renounce  your  mistress,  or 
your  Valet  de  Chambre  must  resign  his  place — Donna  Isidora,  or 
myself. 

Don  S  Pr’ythee,  have  patience  but  a  few  days  longer. 

Pach.  I  am  inexpressibly  concerned  to  oppose  a  negative 
against  your  lordship’s  proposition.  Briefly,  signor,  the  project 
I  have  the  honour  to  submit  is,  that  we  bid  an  immediate  adieu 
to  pastoral  life,  evacuate  the  positions  at  present  occupied  in  the 
province  of  Leon,  and  retue  within  our  original  line  of  demar- 
t)ation  at  Madrid,  there  to  remain  in  statu  quo  ante  helium. 

Don  S.  Distracting  counsellor,  how  is  it  possible  I  should  re¬ 
nounce  Isidora  ? 

Pach.  Rather  say,  how  is  it  possible  you  should  retain  her  ? 
Your  lordship  must  pardon  me  if  I  venture  to  remark  this  ex¬ 
pedition  of  yours  does  not  appear  to  have  any  ulterior  object  I 
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Don  S.  1  own  my  passion  has  hitherto  been  cruelly  repulsed, 
but  let  us  hope  our  perseverance — 

Pach.  I  beseech  your  lordship  not  to  include  me  in  any  pro¬ 
spective  arrangement.  An  immediate  return  to  Madrid  is  the 
sine  qua  non  upon  which  my  talents  can  be  retained  in  the 
Cabinet,  and  in  this  sentence,  I  have  the  honour,  with  all  pos¬ 
sible  deference,  to  tender  to  your  lordship  my  ultimatum.  ExitL. 

Don  S,  Ah!  Madrid  without  Isidora  would  be  as  a  desert 
to  me  ;  but  were  the  scornful*cliarmer  mine,  I’d  think  the  rocks 
and  solitudes  around  us  Paradise. 

AIR. — Sylvio. 

Lovely,  but  unloving  creature, 

Form’d  from  Nature’s  rules  apart ! 

Heaven  surely  lent  thy  feature, 

Earth — mere  earth  composed  thy  heart  I 
On  thine  eyes  and  lips  in  brightness, 

Love  and  Mercy  seem  to  dwell — 

But  thy  bosom’s  veil  of  whiteness 
Hides  a  cold  and  rayless  cell. 

So  the  sculptured  Queen  of  Beauty 
Gleams  at  shrines  divinely  fair  ; 

Young  enthusiasts  kneel  in  duty — 

Stone  and  silence  mock  their  prayer ! 

Enter  Camilla,  elegantly  dressed.,  r. 

Cam.  So  exit  Ines  the  Abigail,  and  re-enter  Camilla,  the 
lady  I  Ah !  Signior  Penseroso !  (taps  his  shoulder)  Lud ! 
how  the  poor  youth  starts !  Pr’ythee,  my  dear  disconsolate, 
what  were  you  meditating  ? — willow  wreaths  and  epitaphs,  eh? 

Don  S.  Don’t  rally  my  weakness,  sister — be  merciful. 

Cam.  Well,  then,  I  will  be  merciful — supremely  so  ;  and, 
what  is  better.  I’ll  make  others  follow  my  example.  Donna 
Isidora  shall  ask  you  to  dinner  to-day — I’ve  settled  the  whole 
business. 

Don  S.  Surely  you  are  jesting? 

Cam.  You  will  find  me  serious !  The  castle  gates  will  be 
opened  to  you  through  your  sister’s  address — but  once  within 
the  walls,  you  must  trust  to  yourself,  young  gentleman ! 

Enter  Pacheco,  icith  a  note.,  l. 

Pach.  A  flag  of  truce  has  just  arrived,  bearing  a  dispatch, 
superscribed  with  your  lordship’s  direction. 

Cam.  (aside)  Ah,  this  must  be  the  first  fruit  of  my  con¬ 
trivances  ! 

Don  S.  I  dread  to  open  it  1  I  fear  your  inconsiderate  zeal 
has  exposed  me  to  some  severe  rebuff!  (reads)  “  Dear  signor, 
I  should  assuredly  feel  proud  to  receive  the  son  of  my  old  friend 
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1U5  my  visitor  at  the  castle,  but  my  niece,  Donna  Isidora,  posi¬ 
tively  insists — ”  Ah  !  the  fair  inhuman  !  I  said  so — I  knew 
it — I  can  read  no  further ! 

Cam.  Then  I  will !  (reads)  “ — positively  insists  that  the 
pleasure  of  considering  you  as  a  guest  here,  should  be  monopo¬ 
lized  by  herself ;  it  is  therefore  in  her  name  I  now  invite  you 
to  an  unceremonious  dinner.  May  you  live  a  thousand  years. 
— Christoval  de  Tormes.” 

Don  S.  Oh,  sister ! 

Cam.  And  oh,  brother  !  don’t  interrupt  me  yet!  “  P.  S. — 
My  niece  commands  me  to  add,  her  impatience  to  see  you 
admits  of  no  delay.” 

Don  S.  Can  this  be  real  ?  Dare  I  trust  my  senses  ? 

Cam.  a  lover  has  no  occasion  for  their  evidence — but  read 
yourself. 

Pack.  Here’s  a  total  revolution  in  the  cabinet  I 

Don  S.  Dear,  precious,  inestimable  billet  I  and  you,  Camilla, 
the  author  of  all  my  bliss — ’Sdeath  !  if  you  were  any  other  than 
my  sister,  I  should  kiss  you  most  unmercifully ! 

Cam.  Nay,  reserve  your  effervescence  till  you  reach  the 
castle.  Remember  you  have  to  deal  with  a  woman,  a  philoso¬ 
pher,  and  above  all,  h  widow !  Such  a  dame  must  be  taken 
while  the  humour’s  on — and  everything  depends  on  expedition  I 
Therefore,  presto,  to  horse,  my  young  cavalier,  and  away  1 

Pach.  Signora,  banish  every  apprehension — I  patronize  the 
development  of  this  negociation  myself.  In  the  afternoon, 
over  our  coffee,  we  shall  adjust  the  preliminaries,  and  by  the 
earliest  canonical  hour  to-morrow,  your  ladyship  may  expect 
the  ratification  of  the  definitive  treaty! 

Don  S.  Ah,  Camilla,  this  letter  has  so  transported  me,  I  seem 
to  move  on  air ! 

Cam.  Then  make  yourself  wings,  and  fly  away  at  once  ! 
(aside )  Lud,  how  Httle  does  my  poor  brother  anticipate  the 
reception  my  sisterly  care  has  provided  for  him  !  Bonjour ! 
ray  young  knight  of  adventure,  bonjour  !  Exit^  r. 

Don  S.  Now,  Pacheco,  dare  you  still  mutter  of  a  return  to 
Madrid  ? 

Pach.  Oh,  fye,  signor,  the  affair  has  reversed  its  general 
attitude,  and  now,  indeed,  may  be  said  to  present  itself  u}X)n 
a  new  basis. 

Don  S.  Fly,  then,  varlet,  and  prepare  my  equipage  upon  the 
instant. 

Pach.  In  the  dash  of  a  pen  !  Ah,  signor,  only  condescend 
to  })lacc  your  ardour  under  the  wing  of  my  experience,  and  I 
predict  a  grand  result  from  their  combined  operations. 

Love  by  discretion  guided,  mounts  tlie  walls, 

The  castle  totters,  and  the  lady  falls. 

Exeunt  Sylvio,  r. — Pacheco,  e. 
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SCENE  THIRD.— Castle  Hall  {As  before) 

Enter  Isidora,  e.  and  Agatha,  l. 

Isip.  Is  Bartolo  at  his  post  ?  and  have  you  given  my  damsels 
their  instructions  how  to  receive  this  mock  cavalier  ? 

Agat.  I  have  executed  your  ladyship’s  orders  to  a  tittle ; 
and  if  the  creature  has  one  spark  of  female  modesty  left,  I  war¬ 
rant  we’ll  confound  her.  But  how  is  it,  madame,  you  allow 
Don  Christoval  to  remain  ignorant  of  the  joke  ? 

IsiD.  I  owe  him  a  revenge  for  his  impertinent  comments 
this  morning,  and  msh  the  impostor  to  he  received  by  him 
really  as  a  man,  that  I  may  rally  my  wise  uncle  upon  the  keen¬ 
ness  of  liis  perceptions. 

Agat.  But  does  your  ladyship  think  she’ll  come  dressed  all 
over  like  a  man  ?  I  vow,  I’m  one  entire  carnation  of  blushes 
at  the  thought. 

IsiD.  ’Tis  dreadfully  immodest,  no  doubt — but  we’ll  shame 
her— apprise  me  the  moment  she  reaches  the  gate,  that  I  may 
marshal  my  whole  household  for  the  first  rencontre. 

^  ,  .  Exit  Agatha,  l. 

Yes,  my  plottmg  Donna  Camilla,  if  I  don’t  retort  this  notable 
burletta  of  yours  with  confusion  on  its  projector’s  head,  never 
let  the  ingenuity  of  offended  woman  more  be  trusted !  To 
laugh  me  out  of  my  principles !  expose  my  system  of  philosophy 
to  derision !  A  real  man  I  might  have  forgiven  for  the  attempt, 
but  woman  against  woman !  Oh,  no,  no,  in  such  a  case’ 
revenge  is  the  only  satisfaction  possible ! 

AIR, — Isidora. — “Bravura.” 

Tremble !  rash  presuming  foe ! 

Tremble  when  we  first  engage  ! 

Ruin  lifts  the  fatal  blow, 

J ust  revenge  inspires  my  rage ! 

Now  my  spirits  nunbly  flow ! 

Tremble  !  rash  presuming  foe ! 

Re-enter  Agatha  in  haste,  l. 

Agat.  It’s  come,  my  lady— it’s  come— the  he-she  creature 
is  arrived  ! 

IsiD.  Ah,  follow  me,  then,  to  prepare  for  her  reception. 
Philosophy,  for  an  hour,  by  your  leave,  and  “  Mirth  admit  me 
of  thy  crew.”  Exit  ii. 

Enter  Rosanthe,  l. 

Rosan.  Oh,  Agatha,  I’m  so  shocked,  and  so  pleased _ so 

ashamed,  and  so  amused — they  are  both  coming ! 

Agat.  Both !  what  do  you  mean? 
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Rosan.  The  thing  that  passes  for  Don  Sylvio,  and  another 
with  it,  that  passes  for  a  valet— old  Bartolo  whispped  me — 
’twas  certainly  the  waiting  maid,  dressed  up  to  deceive 

Agat.  What  a  horrible  conspiracy — a  brace  of  baggages ! 
Yes,  yes,  the  maid  must  be  intended  as  an  insult  to  this 
is  oiir  affair. 

Rosan.  Here  they  come — only  peep ! 

Agat.  The  brazen  sluts !  I  could  tear  their  eyes  out ! 

Rosan.  Here — here — let’s  peep  between  the  door ! 

go  ojff  at  c.  door  and  peep. 

Bartolo  enters  l.  looking  dotvn  and  smothering  a  laugh — Don 
Sylvio  and  Pacheco  follow. 

Barto.  This  way,  if  you  please — this  way — Gadso  !  I  dare 
not  look  up  in  her  face.  Ha,  ha  !  I  shall  certainly  laugh  out. 

Rosan.  (^peeping)  Just  like  a  man,  I  declare  !  but  isn’t  her 
sword  upon  the  wrong  side  ? 

Agat.  Look  at  the  wretch  of  a  maid !  What  long  strides 
she  takes !  Oh,  that  hussy  ought  to  be  strangled. 

(they  close  the  c.  door  and  disappear. 
Don  S.  (l.  c.)  Well,  sir,  why  do  you  wait?  Why  don’t 
you  announce  me  to  Don  Christoval  ? 

Pach.  (l.)  Ay,  good  man,  why  don’t  you  deliver  our  creden¬ 
tials  ? 

Barto.  (r.  c.)  Your  pardon,  fairest  creature — I  mean  noblest 
signor — you  shall  be  announced  directly.  Donna  Isidora,  the 
lady  of  the  castle,  will  receive  you  first,  but  I  shall  acquaint 
Don  Christoval.  (aside)  She’s  rather  too  masculine  for  my 
taste,  but  I  dare  say  she  looks  very  noble  in  her  own  clothes, 

Exit.^  homing  and  tittering.^  r. 
Don  S.  Pacheco  !  I  think  our  reception  is  singular !  Did 
you  observe  how  that  old  blockhead  stared  at  us  fi-om  head  to 
foot,  wdth  an  impudent  grin  upon  his  face  while  we  spoke  ? 

Pach.  And  didn’t  your  lordship  remark,  through  every  door 
we  passed,  some  female  face  peeping  out  and  tittering  ?  I  sup¬ 
pose  the  women  of  this  house  have  been  so  long  secluded,  that 
a  couple  of  handsome  fellows  seem  a  prodigy  to  them.  Well, 
we  mustn’t  be  angry — they  can’t  help  it,  poor  souls  ! 

Don  S.  I  fear  from  this  delay  Isidora  intends  to  be  awfully 
ceremonious — my  courage  falters.  Oh,  for  a  little  impudence. 

Pach.  (l.)  Make  me  your  banker — draw  for  any  amount 
you  please,  in  brass.,  and  I’ll  answer  the  bill  I  Hark !  the  clatter 
of  little  feet  approaches. 

Don  S.  (l.  c.)  She  comes !  Now  for  a  solemn  speech,  and 
my  grandmother’s  gravity. 

llie  folding  doors.,  c.  are  thrown  open.,  and  Isidora  advances^ 
followed  by  Agatha,  Rosanthe,  and  other  Female  At¬ 
tendants — Don  Sylvio  hows  profoundly — Isidora  inter¬ 
rupts  him  by  catching  both  his  hands  and  shaking  them  familiarly. 
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FINALE. 

Ladies.  Welcome!  welcome!  welcome! 

Familiar  and  sincere, 

Guests  need  no  introduction, 

All’s  free  and  easy  here. 

IsiD.  Welcome!  welcome!  welcome! 

No  formal  prude  is  here — 

•  At  once  we  strike  acquaintance, 

Tres  charmant  chevalier ! 

Agat.  l.,  &  Rosan.  l.  c.  q/ Pacheco) 

elcome !  welcome !  welcome ! 

As  the  master,  so  the  man, 

A  hand  a-piece  pray  lend  us, 

Good  fellowship’s  our  plan. 

W  elcome !  welcome !  welcome ! 

Fair  dame,  this  condescension, 

Demands  my  humble  knee ! 

I’m  lost  in  apprehension  I 
All  seems  a  dream  to  me. 

Brave  knight,  will  you  escort  me? 

Such  bliss  outvies  a  crown ! 

Agat  &  Rosan.  Kind  squire  will  you  support  me? 

P ACH.  Egad !  they’ll  pull  me  down  ! 

(IsiDORA  gives  her  hand  Don  Sylvio,  while  the  Two 
Girls  boisterously  push  their  arms  through  Pacheco’s,  and 
hang  upon  him  with  all  their  weight) 

Chorus.  Welcome!  welcome!  welcome! 

Familiar  and  sincere — 

Guests  need  ho  introduction ; 

All’s  ease  and  freedom  here. 

T-hey  pass  off^  c.—the  W^omen  laughing — the  Men  exchannina 
looks  of  ivonder. 


SCENE  FOURTH. — A  Gallery.  (Is^  Grooves.) 

Enter  Bartolo,  k.,  awe?  Agatha,  l.,  meeting. 

Barto.  Oh,  oh,  oh !  my  old  sides  will  certainly  crack  ^  I 
must  have  my  laugh  out  if  I  die  of  the  fit !  ha,  ha ! 

Agat.  Did  not  you  come  from  the  dining  room,  Bartolo  ’ 

Barto.  Yes,  truly  did  I— head  forwards !  ha,  ha ! 

Agat.  Tell  us  all  about  it !  How  did  the  creature  behave 
at  dinner  ? 

Barto.  Scandalously— abominably.  She  has  the  devil’s  own 
.durance,  that’s  certain !  Only  to  have  seen  her,  with  such  a 
bold,  confident  swagger,  lead  my  lady  to  her  seat  at  table,  then 


Chorus. 
Don  S. 

Pach. 

IsiD. 
Don  S. 
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bow  upon  lier  hand  and  pretend  to  sigh  deeply.  To  be  sure, 
Bbe  acted  it  surprisingly  well,  and  many  might  have  been  de¬ 
ceived.  I,  indeed,  I  should  have  discovered  her  to  be  a  woman 
anvwhere— but  then,  few  people  have  my  discernment,  ivirs. 

Asatha.  ,  i 

"Agat.  Very  few,  indeed.  Well,  and  Don  Christoval— 

Barto.  Ay,  he  w^as  the  crown  of  the  jest  !  so  grand  and 
ceremonious — all  upon  his  p’s  and  q’s.  “  Will  yoi^  lordship 
this  ?  ”  and  “  w'ould  your  lordship  t’other  ?  ”  Lordship,  quotha  1 

ha,  ha  1  .  .  o  ■ 

A  GAT.  Ha,  ha  1  the  poor  old  don  will  be  killed  by  contusion 

when  my  lady  suffers  him  to  be  told  his  mistake. 

Barto.  Ay,  how  he’ll  be  humbled  then  1  he,  who  fancies 
liimself  so  wise  and  so  knowing !  He  calls  me  superannuated  ! 
but  if  I  am  old,  I  am  keen  1  Why,  bless  you,  Mrs.  Agatha,  if 
1  had  never  heard  a  hint  of  the  business,  I  should  have  knowm 
her  for  a  woman  at  the  first  glance  !  Exit^  r. 

Agat.  Terrible  doings  these  in  a  family  of  vestals  1  I  tremble 
to  think  what  the  consequences  might  have  been,  but  for  our 

providential  warning  I 

Enter  Rosanthe,  l. 


Hosan.  Oh,  Agatha  I  I’m  so  glad  I’ve  found  you— I’m  in 
such  a  passion  !  would  you  think  it  ?  that  trollop  the  sliam 
gentleman’s  sham  valet  has  begun  her  tricks  already  she  nas 
actually  been  pretending  to  make  love  to  me. 

Agat.  Just  what  I  expected !  and  how  did  you  conduct 

yourself  ?  t 

Rosan.  At  first,  I  meant  to  scold  prodigiously— but  when  1 

tried  I  could  not  bring  my  anger  out  for  laughter.  However, 
’twas  vastly  provoking  !  ay,  and  terribly  tantalizing,  too.  Look, 
look  1  yonder  the  minx  comes  strutting  along. 

Agat.  Let’s  stand  aside,  and  pretend  not  to  notice  her. 


Enter  Pacheco,  l. 

Pach.  Indisputably,  this  is  the  most  peculiar  faniily  in 
Christendom.  I  don’t  know  how  my  lord  may  enjoy  his  con¬ 
versazione  in  the  saloon,  but  for  my  part,  I  can  t  fathom  the 
character  of  a  single  individual  in  the  buttery  they  are  all  as 
puzzhng  and  mysterious  as  a  correspondence  in  cypher.  ^  When 
<linner  was  served  in,  the  pragmatical  major-domo  insisted 
upon  handing  me  to  a  chair  next  the  housekeeper— she  patted 
me  under  the  chin,  called  me  her  little  mad- cap,  and  begged 
me  to  sit  close.  Just  as  I  had  helped  myself  to  my  fourth  glass 
of  Malaga,  a  little  black-eyed  wench  on  t’other  side,  whispered 
in  my  ear,  “  Don’t  drink  so  much— ’twill  get  up  into  your 
head,  and  you’ll  expose  yourself  before  the  men.”  Devilish 
queer !  they  are  all  pretty  girls,  but  so  queer  !  Egad,  yonder’s 
a  brace  I  I’ll  make  myself  agreeable,  (boivs) 
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Agat.  (coolly)  Yes,  yes,  my  good  friend,  vre  see  you—'tiiafc 
will  do. 

Pach.  That  will  do !  queer  again !  "Why  do  you  stand  s® 
far  off  ?  you  are  not  afraid  of  me,  are  you  ? 

Agat.  Afraid  of  you  f  Ha,  ha!  that’s  a  likely  jest. 

Rosan.  Pray,  what  is  there  to  be  afraid  of  about  you  f 

Pack.  Nay,  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know — I  never  yet  ^have  been 
considered  a  scarecrow  by  the  ladies.  Came,  let’s  be  soci¬ 
able — how  shall  we  kill  an  hour  or  so,  eh  ? 

Agat.  Oh,  if  you  want  employment,  we’ll  find  work  lor 

you ! 

Pach.  Will  you  ?  then  you  are  kind  creatures !  I  love  to 

be  made  serviceable.  IVhat  shall  I  do  ?  •  i  o 

Rosa.  Which  do  you  like  best,  plain  work,  or  embroidery  c 

Pach.  Why,  you  comical  hussies  !  Aha,  I  see  what  you’re 
at  now — you’re  quizzing.  Egad,  young  lady,  if  I  catch  you  at 

that  sport  again,  I’ll  kiss  you. 

Rosan.  You  kiss  I  Ha,  ha,  ha !  come,  that’s  too  bad. 

Pach.  What’s  too  bad  ?  .  , 

Rosan.  Your  nonsense,  to  be  sure!  Poor  thing!  I  cant 
but  think  how  awkivard  you  must  be  at  taking  a  kiss  ! 

Pach.  That’s  a  fair  challenge,  by  Jupiter !  (kisses  her  vio¬ 
lently) 

Rosan.  Help  !  Agatha  !  oh ! 

Pach.  (strutting)  There,  my  dear,  if  you  still  think  me  awk¬ 
ward  at  it,  I  must  continue  to  practice  for  improvement. 

Rosan.  (aside)  Oh,  Agatha!  my  mind  misgives  me— I  don’t 
know  what  the  mistress  may  be,  but  as  for  the  maid,  I  verily 
believe  the  maid's  a  man ! 

Agat.  The  saints  forbid  ! 

Rosan.  I’m  almost  sure  of  it !  I’m  not  to  be  deceived  when 
it  comes  to  kissing. 

Agat.  Say  you  so  ?  then  let  me  protect  you !  (struts  to 
Pacheco)  Now,  you  creature  you — 1  should  like  to  see  you 
treat  me  in  the  same  manner ! 

Pach.  With  all  my  heart — let  it  go  round !  (catches  her  in 
his  arms)  There— how  d’ye  like  it,  little  one  ?  (a  hell  rings,  R.) 
Curse  the  saloon  bell !  my  ruthless  master  summons  me  from 
contending  mistresses.  Hark’ee,  dears!  I  shall  walk  in  the 
shrubbery  after  sunset !  One  of  you  is  welcome  to  my  arm- 
retirement — moonlight — and  nightingales,  eh  ?  but,  don’t  come 
together— I  only  invite  one  of  you— you  must  settle  the 
happy  lot  between  yourselves — ’twould  be  indelicate  in  me  to 
show  a  preference ! 

“  How  happy  could  I  be  with  either. 

Were  t’other  dear  charmer  away !” 

Exit  singing,  look  at  each  other  during  a  short  pause. 
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Rosan.  Well,  Agatha  !  what  do  you  think  now? 

Agat.  I  own  I’m  strangely  puzzled !  it  certainly  did  kiss 
like  a  man !  Not  that  I  ever  was  touched  by  any  of  the  species ! 
we  mustn’t  meet  it  in  the  shrubbery,  must  we,  Rosanthe  ? 

Rosan.  No — yes — ^that  is — it’s  dangerous;  and  he  only 
<ie6ired  one  of  us  to  meet  him ;  therefore,  if  both  went,  it  would 
look  like  fear ! 

Agat.  That  would  be  contemptible!  Well,  then,  my  dearest 
iri^d,  as  there  certainly  is  danger,  I’ll  take  it  all  upon  myself, 
and  meet  it  alone. 

Rosan.  No,  my  kind  Agatha !  I  have  a  spirit  which  scorns 
w  be  outdone  in  generosity.  My  mind’s  made  up,  and  Fll  meet 
him  alone ! 

let  me  tell  you,  my  mind’s  made  up,  and 

meet  him! 

Rosan.  I’m  sure  you  are  not  the  person  wanted,  for  though 
he  spoke  to  us  together,  he  looked  only  at  me  ! 

Agat.  Saucy  flirt ! 

RosXn.  Artful  prude ! 

Agat.  I  fear  you  are  a  profligate ! 

Rosan.  I  know  you  are  a  hypocrite ! 

DUET. — (sometimes  omitted) 

Rosan.  You’re  mighty  demure,  miss. 

You  cannot  endure,  miss — 

But  of  this  I’m  sure,  miss. 

You  want  to  be  woo’d ; 

You  may  talk  as  you  please,  miss, 

,  One  reads  you  with  ease,  miss. 

And  all  that  one  sees,  miss. 

Proclaims  you  a  prude.  La  ral  lal  la ! 

Agat.  Such  creatures  as  you,  miss, 

Care  not  what  you  do,  miss — 

All  lengths  you  go  to,  miss, 

Presmning  and  pert ! 

You  are,  through  your  spleen,  miss— 

’Tis  plain  to  be  seen,  miss — 

I  speak  what  I  mean,  miss — 

An  impudent  flirt !  La  ral  lal  la ! 

Rosan.  For  all  your  grimace,  miss. 

You’d  give  your  best  place,  miss. 

To  have  such  a  face,  miss  ! 

Indeed !  with  that  squint  ? 
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But  let  me  tell  you,  miss, 

If  one  who  would  woo,  miss. 

Refus’d  me  for  you,  miss. 

The  deuce  must  be  in’t.  La  ral  lal  la  ! 

Both,  But  let  me,  &c. 

Exeunt^  Rosanthe,  l. — Agatha,  k. 


SCENE  FIFTH.— T/ie  Saloon.  Table  with  dessert. 

IsiDORA,  Don  Sylvio,  and  Don  Christo val  discovered. 

Don  C.  (c.)  Yes,  my  young  friend,  your  late  father  was  one  of 
the  most  promising  mditary  characters  of  his  day  !  His  Catholic 
majesty  had  not  a  braver  colonel  in  his  service.  I’ll  give  you 
another  anecdote  of  his  campaigns.  We  lay  together  in 
trenches  before  Algiers,  when — 

Don  S.  (l.  c.)  Your  pardon,  my  dear  sir — the  topic  you 
have  chosen  is  unquestionably  most  grateful  to  my  filial  feelings 
— but  I  fear  Donna  Isidora  must  find  it  uninteresting.  War  is 
not  the  most  seducing  subject  to  a  lady’s  ear  ! 

IsiD.  (r.c.)  Very  sensibly  remembered!  War  is  certainly  an 
awkward  conversation  for  ladies,  and  I  dare  say  you  and  /  are 
equally  at  a  loss  upon  the  subject  1 

Don  S.  Not  exactly  so,  madam — I  have  served  in  two  cam¬ 
paigns,  and  I  trust,  not  entirely  without  observation. 

IsiD.  Two  campaigns !  Oh,  you  surprising  creature!  tell 
me  all  about  them  directly — I  feel  quite  interested  in  your 
campaigns.  Were  you  ever  in  battle 

Don  S.  Several,  madame ! 

IsiD.  Well,  and  didn’t  you  run  away  ? 

Don  S.  Heavens,  madame !  is  it  possible  you  can  entertain 
so  degrading  an  opinion  of  me  ? 

Don  C.  For  shame,  niece !  I  never  heard  so  scandalous  a 
speech  in  my  life ! 

IsiD.  Be  quiet,  uncle!  Don  Sylvio  and  I  understand  each 
other.  I  don’t  doubt  his  courage — on  the  contrary,  I  think  he 
has  too  much — but  he  must  be  careful  of  so  pretty  a  face — if  a 
wicked  bullet  were  to  demolish  it,  I’m  sure  such  another  man 
would  not  be  left  in  all  Spain. 

Don  S.  {aside')  I  sink  with  confusion !  What  a  singular 
woman ! 

Don  C.  (aside)  She  gets  worse  and  worse !  I  must  interpose 
my  authority  by  a  hint  in  private.  Don  Sylvio,  now  I  recollect 
it,  a  masterpiece  of  Titiens  hangs  in  the  closet  on  the  left — its 
colours  show  particularly  brilliant  by  this  light.  I  know 
you  adore  the  arts — favour  me  by  viewing  it  before  the  sun 
goes  ofiT! 

Don  S.  Will  Donna  Isidora  honour  me  by— 
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Don  C.  Xo,  no,  I  insist  ujDon  your  viewing  it  alone— you 
snail  indulge  in  all  the  enthusiasm  of  a  connoisseur  without 
restraint ! 

Don  S.  Faith,  the  uncle  is  almost  as  singular  as  the  niece  ! 

Extt  L 

Don  C.  N^ow,  Donna  Isidora — now  we  are  private,  give 
me  leave,  in  the  character  of  an  uncle,  to  inform  you  your  con¬ 
duct  this  afternoon  has  been  abominable — a  positive  scandal 
on  the  delicacy  of  your  sex ! 

IsiD.  Indeed !  what,  then,  do  you  think  of  Don  Sylvio’s 
conduct  ? 

Don  C.  Don  Sylvio  !  by  the  spurs  of  my  knighthood,  I  con¬ 
sider  him  as  elegant— as  spirited— and  as  manly  a  youno;  fellow 
as  any  m  Christendom ! 

IsiD.  31anly  !  oh,  exceUent !  don’t  forget,  uncle,  you  said 
manly !  o  7  ,  j 

Don  C.  And  I  repeat  the  word — his  person  has  the  true 
stamp  of  the  fine  old  Roman  character ! 

IsiD.  _  Bravo— bravissimo !  Now,  then,  my  wise,  critical, 
and  afi-judicious  uncle— listen— be  amazed,  and  be  confounded 
—this  elegant,  spirited,  manly,  fine  old  Roman  youth  of  yours 
IS — Lud,  lud  !  uncle,  positively  is — 

Don  C.  Out  with  it !  mat  the  devil  is  the  man  ? 

f  all-  Uncle— uncle,  your  man’s  a  woman! 

Don  C.  mat  ? 

r.  pretended  Don  Sylvio  is  actually  Donna 

Camilla,  ckessed  m  masquerade,  on  purpose  to  deceive  and 
insult  our  family ! 

_  DonC.  a  woman  I  and  I  not  find  her  out?  the  thiuo-  is 
impossible !  ° 

IsiD.  I  have  not  time  to  detail  the  particulars,  but  I  pledge 
my  honour  to  the  fact  I  ’  & 

Don  C.  Oh,  what  a  dull  old  coxcomb  have  I  been  !  a  wo¬ 
man,  and  I  not  know  her?  but  I’ll  have  her  out  directly— 

IsiD.  Not  a  step,  if  your  love  me ;  the  revenge  must  be  all 
my  own ;  but  you  may  assist  me  in  my  plan ! 

DonC.  Anything — everything! 

IsiD.  Withdraw  into  the  verandah,  out  of  sight,  but  within 
hearing.  Camilla,  in  her  vain  hope  of  exposing  me,  will  soon 

affect  some  impertinent  gallantry  ;  then  do  you  start  forward _ 

pretend  unbounded  rage— reproach  her  as  a  libertine— demand 
satisfaction  and  so  terrify  the  poor  creature  into  confession  on 
hei  knees,  and  abject  prayers  for  forgiveness !  * 

Don  C.  I  see  it — yes,  yes — she  shall  pray  forgiveness,  but  I 
shall  propose  a  little  penance  first !  (as  he  retires  to  c.  door  he 
looks  Off ,  L.)  Only  observe  the  hiissey  ogling  before  the  picture. 

I  pon  my  soul,  though,  she  has  a  good  leg  I  now  the  sun  takes 
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this  side  of  her  face,  can’t  you  see  her  whiskers  are  fastened  by  a 
wre?  Oh,  the  cockatrice  !  Exit  c.  d. 

Don  S.  (returns  from  the  closet^  looking  behind  at  the  painting 
as  he  speaks)  The  colouring,  indeed,  is  exquisitely  vivid,  but 
does  it  not  strike  your  lordship  too  many  figures  are  crowded  into 
the  perspective?  (turns)  How!  lias  Don  Christo val  left  us, 
inadame  ? 

IsiD.  (coquetting)  Can  you  submit  to  the  ennui  of  a 
tete-d-tetef 

Don  S.  Bewitching  Isidora !  how  that  smile  revives  me ! 
Ah,  let  me  seize  this  blissful  moment  to  breathe  the  warmest, 
tenderest  vows  that  ever  passion  murmured  at  the  shrine  of 
beauty ! 

IsiD.  Really,  you  do  it  surprisingly — you  are  a  clever  crea¬ 
ture  I 

^  Don  S.  Say  that  I  am  not,  indeed,  the  object  of  your  aver¬ 
sion  I 

IsiD.  Quite  the  contrary  I  I  ought  to  be  very  angry  with 
you,  and  I  meant  to  be  so ;  but  really,  you  amuse  me  so  very 
much,  I  am  half  inclined  to  forgive  you  I 

Don  S.  Rapturous  sound !  then  you  pardon  my  pre¬ 
sumption  ? 

IsiD.  If  I  do,  you  must  apologize,  and  candidly  own 
everji^hing. 

Don  S.  Thus  then  I  own,  (kneels)  and  glory  in  my  con¬ 
fession — this  beating,  burning  heart  is  Lsidora’s  slave !  invokes 
it’s  bondage,  and  adores  its  chain. 

IsiD.  O,  the  obstinate  wretch  I  theii  you  still  persist  ? 

Don  S.  And  ever  will,  even  in  defiance  of  fate  itself. 

IsiD.  Well,  you  are  vastly  clever  j  but  certainly  you  must 
have  worn  that  dress  often  before.  Now,  be  honest — haven’t 
you  ? 

Don  C.  What  a  question  !  I  assure  you,  I  received  it  only 
yesterday  from  JMadrid ! 

IsiD.  Ila,  ha  I  neatly  parried — then  you  won’t  be  candid  ? 

Don  S.  Can  I  be  more  so  ?  Enchanting  creature,  torture 
me  no  longer, but — (emhracesher — she  screams — Don  Chkisto- 
VAL  suddenly  interposes. 

Don  C.  (c.)  Why,  you  modern  Tarquin !  are  these  your 
manners  ?  Would  you  insult  a  lady  in  her  own  house?  Fire 
and  fury,  sir !  I’ll  be  revenged ! 

IsiD.  (k.  to  Don  CnpasTOVAL)  That's  right — frighten  her 
heartily — how  pale  she  turns ! 

Don  C.  I  see  it — a  little  more  bluster  will  do  the  business. 
This  affront  demands  instant  satisfaction !  Draw,  ruffian,  and 
defend  your  life ! 

Don  S.  (l.)  Dear  sir-— Donna  Isidora — my  confusion — the 
violence  of  my  passion — 
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Don  C.  Ay,  and  the  violence  of  my  passion !  I’ll  extermi¬ 
nate  you ! 

Don  S.  Permit  me  to  apologise  — 

Don  C.  Curse  your  apologies  !  No,  sir,  your  Hood — nothing 
but  your  blood !  Draw,  sir,  or  I’ll  brand  you  for  a  poltroon ! 

Don  S.  Heavens,  sir  1  can  I  draw  upon  the  uncle  of  Isidora 
— under  her  roof — nay,  in  her  very  presence  ? 

IsiD.  Oh,  let  me  be  no  obstacle — fight  away,  gentlemen,  I 
I  request — a  duel  will  amuse  me  excessively  ! 

Don  C.  (^JlourisJiing^  Draw  this  instant,  or  I’ll  pin  you 
against  the  wall  without  remorse. 

Don  S.  Nay,  sir,  since  the  lady  and  you  both  insist.  Now 
then — come  on.  (he  draivs— parries  Don  ChristovaVs  thrust — 
presses  on  and  soon  drives  him  round  the  stage) 

Don  C.  Keep  off,  you  devil— keep  off,  I  say  !  (gets  behind 
Isidora,  l.)  Oh,  lord,  neice !  the  creature  has  been  taught  to 
fence,  and  I  shall  get  run  through  the  body  in  a  joke ! 

Don  S.  ^.)  How !  a  joke,  sir  ? 

Don  C.  To  be  sure — I  only  meant  to  frighten  you. 

Don  S.  Could  you  suppose  a  sword  would  frighten  me  ? 

Don  C.  Why  not  ?  I’m  sure  it  has  frightened  me  !  Bless 
you,  my  dear — I  wouldn’t  have  disgraced  my  manhood  by 
drawing  in  earnest  upon  such  a  poor  thing  as  you ! 

Don  S.  Ten  thousand  devils !  sir ! 

IsiD.  Oh,  the  profligate  I  what  an  oath ! 

Don  C.  I  never  heard  a  woman  swear  so  scandalously  ! 

Don  S.  They  di'ive  me  mad — defend  yourself — an  altar 
should  not  guard  you  now !  (drives  him  round) 

Don  C.  Why,  you  obstreperous  vixen — you  virago!  Be 
quiet,  I  tell  you.  Why,  niece,  I  shall  have  my  throat  cut  for 
a  frolic.  Oh,  lord !  help,  help,  there  1 

Enter  Bartolo,  r.  and  Pacheco,  l, 

Pag™'  }  lordship  call? 

Don  C.  Stand  before  me,  Bartolo  1  that  termagant  has  half 
killed  me ! 

Barto.  Ah,  your  honour !  this  comes  of  your  running  after 
the  women  I  ® 

Don  C.  No,  this  comes  of  a  woman  running  after  me! 

Don  S.  Pacheco,  I  have  been  insulted — grossly  insulted 
Order  my  equipage !  I’ll  quit  this  inhospitable  roof  and  its 
fatal  mistress  for  ever.  Yet,  ere  I  depart,  Don  Cliristoval  I 
insist  that  you  offer  me,  in  the  presence  of  my  servant,  an  ade¬ 
quate  apology ! 

Don  C.  a  thousand,  to  be  rid  of  you  I  Only  put  on  your 
proper  clothes,  and  I’ll  fall  at  your  feet  directly. 

Don  S.  Aly  clothes  again !  what  do  you  mean,  sir ! 
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Don  C.  That  I  can’t  address  you  with  any  respect  while 

.’S 

Don  S.  Take  it  off ! 

Don  C.  Ay !  and  take  that  tall  Maukin  with  you,  and  when 
you  leturn,  let  me  see  you  both  in  petticoats. 

Don  S.  Petticoats ! 

Pach.  a  diplomatic  character  in  petticoats ! 

Don  C.  Then  I  shall  know  you  in  your  real  character— a 
woman  of  quality ! 

Barto.  {to  Pacheco)  Yes,  and  you  the  maid! 

1  ACH.  You  old  blockhead— I’m  no  maid ! 

Barto.  Ah,  you  hussy,  the  more’s  the  pity !  Eut  r. 

Camilla  enters  behind,  c.  in  her  disguise  of  Ines,  conducted  by 

Agatha  and  Rosanthe. 

Don  S.  Don  Christoval,  in  your  conduct,  I  now  too  clearly 
recognize  the  pitiable  wandermgs  of  a  distempered  intellect,  and 
1  torgive  an  infirmity  which  it  might  be  unworthy  of  me  to 

how  shaU  I  address  my- 

seli  f  Cruel,  unfeehng  woman  ! 

IsiD.  I  deny  the  epithets.  And  here,  in  the  yery  teeth  of 
^ur  reproaches,  protest  myself  all  tenderness  and  compliance. 
Here,  publicly,  I  declare  myself  ready  to  meet  you  at  the  altar 
wheneyer  you  choose  to  claim  me  before  it  in  the  character  of 
a  husband. 

Don  S.  Ah,  madam,  cease  to  insult  me !  I  resign  my  pre¬ 
sumptuous  hopes  for  eyer.  ^  ^ 

IsiD.  {exuliingly)  Ah,  your  courage  fails  at  last!  but  I’ll 
permit  no  evasion.  Answer  plainly  to  the  point.  Will  you 
marry  me,  or  will  you  not  ?  ^ 

Don  S.  With  rapture,  if  your  purpose  be  sincere. 

IsiD.  There’s  my  hand — ^take  it  if  you  dare ! 

Don  C.  Ay,  take  it  if  you  dare  I 

Don  S.  Thus,  then,  I  snatch  my  prize,  as  drowning  wretches 
would  the  plank  that  saves  them  I 

IsiD.^  Nay— but  swear  to  be  my  husband  in  presence  of  all 
these  witnesses— pledge  with  me  a  mutual  vow »  (kneels) 

Don  S.  I  swear!  {kneels) 

^  IsiD,  Matchless  effrontery  !  Now,  then,  thou  egregious 
piece  of  confident  imposture !  now,  that  thy  infamy  is  con¬ 
summated,  now  let  one  cabalistic  sentence  at  once  o’erwhelm 
thee  with  confusion  and  disgrace!  {rises)  Presto!  vanish,  Don 
Sylvio,  and  appear  Donna  Camilla  ! 

Cam.  {throws  off  her  veil,  and  curtsies,  r.  c.)  Behold  her 
apropos !  most  devotedly  at  your  ladyship’s  service.  ’ 

IsiD.  {shneking,  c.)  Ah! 
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BEOTHER  AND  SISTER. 


•Sc.  4. 


Don  S.  (l.  c.)  My  sister  in  masquerade  ! 

Don  C.  (r.)  Sister,  d’ye  say  ?  Oho !  then  this  is  the  real 
Don  Sylvio,  dressed  like  a  woman  !  Seize  him !  Egad  !  I’ll  be 
revenged  upon  one  of  the  family. 

Cam.  Hold,  flower  of  knighthood !  both  brother  and  sister 
now  appear  before  you  precisely  what  they  are  ! 

IsiD.  (to  Don  Sylvio,  hesitatingly)  Then — you  are  a  man? 

Don  S.  (kissing  her  hand)  The  tenderest  and  most  devoted 
of  his  sex. 

Agat.  (l.)  And  you — (to  Pacheco) 

Rosan.  (l.  c.)  Are  also  a  man? 

Pach.  (kissing  a  hand  of  each,  and  imitating  his  master) 
“  The  tenderest  and  most  devoted  of  his  sex.” 

Don  C.  Oh,  lord !  I  see  it  now !  Niece,  I  give  you  Joy  of  a 
husband — you’re  made  happy  against  your  will ! 

IsiD.  (to  Don  Sylvio)  ’Tis  clear  I’m  undone !  But  surely, 
Don  SyMo,  you  will  not  have  the  cruelty  to  enforce  a  promise 
given  under  a  mistake  ? 

Don  S.  No,  madam,  though  it  is  the  seal  of  my  felicity,  I 
restore  it  to  you — your  bounty  must  be  voluntary,  or  my 
happiness  imperfect. 

IsiD.  Now  that’s  shocking !  worse  and  worse  !  don’t  leave  it 
to  me.  Well,  then,  a  silly  promise  deserves  a  punishment,  so 
I’ll  e’en  make  a  penance  of  the  folly,  and  keep  it. 


IsiD. 


Chorus. 


FINALE. 

One  vow  I’ve  broken,  yet  I’ll  take 
Another,  if  I  may ; 

And  that  I’ll  keep  for  Sylvio’s  sake. 
Love,  honour,  and  obey ! 

The  beUs,  then  ring,  the  stocking  fling ! 

This  hour  is  Hymen’s  pride. 

The  Brother  and  the  Sister  sing, 

The  widow  twice  a  bride ! 


Eosan.  (to  Pacheco)  On  me,  pray,  falls  the  casting  lot  ? 
Pach.  For  you  my  bosom  burns ! 

Agat.  Are  all  your  vows  to  me  forgot  ? 

Pach.  I’ll  court  you  both  by  turns. 

Chorus.  The  bells,  &c. 
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